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	1. The Lovers Awaken (Part 1)

**The Lemon Collection**

_As the title suggests – this is collection of my lemon and lime Hiccstrid oneshots, ficlets, and other kinds of drabbles in one neat-o package. First up is the smut version of my deviantart drawing of the same name._

_Part two will be uploaded tomorrow!_

* * *

><p><strong>THE LOVERS AWAKEN (PART ONE)<strong>

Hiccup woke up with the sunshine in his face and his young wife asleep in his arms. He smiled faintly, the tranquil morning air settling on his skin. He watched as dust floated down from the ceiling, shimmering in the light of the early sun.

Everything, it seemed, was right in the world. He reverently swept a hand down her back, mapping the dusting of freckles on her skin in the pale light of dawn. Her hair was tousled everywhere, and he reached over to lovingly brush it away from her face and over her shoulder.

Ever the light sleeper, Astrid stirred and opened a bleary eye. Her eyebrows knitted as she squeezed her eyes shut once more, repositioning her body so that she was snuggled more comfortably against him. He scooted closer to her and wrapped his arms around her form, happily pulling her warm body flush against his. He buried his nose in her soft tresses and inhaled deeply.

"Good morning," he murmured.

Astrid mumbled sleepily. Hiccup smiled, softly running his hands up and down her arms as he brushed his lips across her naked shoulders, up her neck, across her shoulders again…

Astrid twitched as his stubble tickled her skin. She mumbled incoherently once more, weakly pushing him away. He pressed her closer to his body and kissed her behind her ear. He heard her sigh as she grumpily looked at him over her shoulder, and he was about to lean in for a kiss when she promptly turned away.

"Hiccup, please, I just woke up."

"So what?"

"I have dragon breath. Go away."

He laughed quietly. "Who cares? I do too." He leaned over and pressed a kiss on her cheek. He kissed her again because he liked the smacking sound it made. And then kissed her again when he saw her begin to smile.

"You're so adorable when you sleep, you know?"

She groaned and buried herself face-down on the pillow, and Hiccup knew that she was blushing. His arms were still around her body, and he slowly rode one hand up, brushing over a breast, going back down to her hips, before slowly caressing her legs in smooth and gentle circles.

Astrid finally fully turned around and wrapped her limbs around him. "Let me sleep, please?"

"But I'm awake," he protested.

"Well, go make our breakfast."

"I don't feel like it."

"Then get our dragons their breakfast."

"… they can wait."

"Lazy."

"Sleepy head."

She sighed. "Yes, so can't you just let me sleep?"

"But-"

"Just five more minutes?"

He grumbled. "You shouldn't even be able to sleep when there's _this _much raw Vikingness lying right next to you." When she didn't respond, he looked down at her and saw that she had closed her eyes once more, her limbs still half-clinging to him. He sighed. She was obviously still too drowsy for him to tease. He kissed her hair and was about to get up when he felt her arms tighten their hold around him.

"Mm fngo," she mumbled.

"Huh?"

"I said: Don't go."

"But I'm going to make breakfast."

"Stay a moment longer."

"But you just said –"

"Please?"

She looked at him through her sleepy lashes, and he knew he had lost to her again. He settled back in bed resignedly and she happily arranged her arms and legs around his body once more. She nuzzled her face against his shoulders and let out a contented sigh.

Hiccup lifted an arm above his head as he stared at the ceiling. No doubt Toothless would be jumping up and down _that_ ceiling in a very, _very_short while. He probably should get out of bed before he does that, but then he would be lying if he said he didn't enjoy the feeling of Astrid cuddling him contentedly.

Perhaps five more minutes wouldn't hurt anybody.

He stared as dust floated down from the ceiling, riding the air through the slivers of sunshine that escaped from the shutters.

He jumped slightly when he felt her hand drift down his stomach from beneath the sheets. He looked down and found her faintly smiling while her hand kept travelling down until it reached his manhood. She started playing with it.

"Uh… Astrid?"

"Hmm?"

"You're… you're awake!"

She lifted her head, her blue eyes glittering mischievously amidst her tangle of hair. "How can I fall back to sleep when there's this much Vikingness lying right next to me."

Hiccup smirked.

"Besides," she continued, "how can I ever go back to sleep when you're being so annoying?"

He frowned. "I'm not _that_ annoying!"

"Yes you are," she said playfully, then gave his hardening member squeeze, causing a groan to escape his lips. "This one is especially annoying."

Hiccup laughed breathily. "Eh... You're welcome to do that any time it annoys you." He ran his hand up and down her back, his mind conjuring up all manner of wicked things that he would like do to her once she's had her fun with him.

She smiled at him before diving underneath the covers. Excitement rushed through his loins as he felt Astrid's hair brush his stomach, the bed shifting with her movements as she went down his body. Once settled, she pumped him twice and, without warning, kissed the underside of his shaft before licking him slowly from base to tip. He couldn't help but jerk up in surprise.

"Oh, come one," he hissed, and he heard Astrid's muffled giggles. He swept the blanket aside so that he could see what she was doing this time. She looked at him as she rubbed him, smiling before she lowered her head to lick and gently mouth him. Hiccup moaned as he tangled his fingers through her hair. She slowly worked her way up and down, writing runes upon his skin with her tongue, not yet taking him in fully, enjoying the torment that he was in.

He nearly sobbed with want.

When she sat back and licked her lips, Hiccup's breath shortened. She crouched back down, swiping her tongue all around the head before finally closing her lips around him. His eyes dilated as he watched her slowly work her way down. He tangled his fingers through her hair, enjoying the wet and warm vibrations as she moaned into his flesh and... oooh! Whatever she was doing with her tongue... right... now... _fuck! _... was sending his mind into a frenzy. He was just _really _starting to get lost in the moment when, suddenly, something big hit their roof, making them both jump. Astrid withdrew her mouth from him with a wet pop and looked curiously up at the ceiling. The roof shuddered once more before Toothless belatedly identified himself with a happy growl.

Hiccup gave out a growl of his own as he shouted: "Not now, Toothless!"

The dragon jumped on the roof again.

Astrid laughed, wiping her mouth on one hand and stroking him with the other. "If you've only done what I told you and given the dragons their breakfasts, he wouldn't be interrupting us right now."

"He'll go away," Hiccup said, then winced when the heavy dragon started jumping up and down the roof again. "Toothless, please, just give me an hour? I'm a little bu – Ohhh!"

His hips involuntarily lifted up when, without warning, Astrid took him in her mouth once again. She began working her way a little faster. Her hand that was not busy stroking him began to squeeze and play with his balls. She moved up and down, her wriggling tongue against his sensitive flesh adding to the white hot sensation that was threatening to overcome him with each rise and dip of her warm, wet mouth...

He felt himself tipping over the edge. It was too much, too soon.

"Stop! You're making me… oh gods…"

Astrid slid him out of her mouth before he lost control, a trail of spit connecting him from her. She watched him run a hand through his bed-swept hair as he tried to keep himself under control, his chest heaving. She loved the fact that she got him in this predicament in such a short amount of time.

Toothless called once more, a hint of irritation now evident in his voice.

"You really need to train your dragon better," Astrid remarked.

"Which one?" Hiccup muttered, and then his eyes widened. "Ohhh gods, I didn't mean to say that one out loud."

Astrid smirked, but said nothing.

"Can we take care of one thing at a time please?" Hiccup hissed. "I'm not really very good at doing more than one thing at a time."

"Yeah, I can tell," Astrid said amusedly. "Why don't we take care of that dragon first," she nodded to the ceiling, "and then we'll take care of _this _one."

Hiccup blinked, then sighed disappointedly as he prepared to get out of bed. "Fine. I'll get Toothless off the roof."

Astrid put a firm hand on his shoulders and pushed him back down. "You're not going anywhere."

"But…"

"_I'll_ get him off the roof," she said smugly. "Watch and learn."

She cupped a hand over her mouth and loudly called a Nadder's trill. It was long, and low, and Hiccup honestly didn't know what it was meant to do to a Night Fury.

"Huh?"

When they heard Stormfly's reply, Astrid called out again before turning back to Hiccup. Hiccup could only blink back in confusion.

"… what…?"

Stormfly suddenly squawked somewhere nearby, and Toothless stopped his incessant jumping and answered her call. They heard her squawk back, heard Toothless' rumble, and then, miraculously, they heard him jump off the roof with a sneeze.

Hiccup was too stunned to speak or move.

"Thanks, Stormfly," Astrid yelled before turning back to Hiccup. "Now where were we?"

"Wait!" Hiccup sat up. "Wait wait wait, what just happened?"

"I'll tell you after, right now we–"

"No, no, you have to tell me now. That was amazing! What happened?"

"Nothing! Stormfly just told Toothless to leave us alone! Now –"

"But… how? You taught her? How?"

"Hiccup, are we doi-"

"I wonder if the other dragons can be taught to leave things alone with a call."

"It doesn't work that way Hiccup!"

He stared at her confused. "Why not?"

Astrid growled up to the heavens.

"Just tell me, Astrid." He ran a thumb over her cheek and tucked her hair behind an ear. "Please?"

Astrid huffed. "Why do you need to know?"

"Because it was amazing! And I wanna put this in the Book of Dragons."

Astrid rolled her eyes. "You _really_ wanna know what that call was for, right _now_?"

"Yes!"

Astrid blushed to the roots of her hair. "Fine!" She yelled. She bit her lip. "It's a Nadder's call," she began to explain, embarrassed beyond belief. "Stormfly told Toothless to leave us alone because... it's the sound that a Nadder… you know… makes… when they're… you know… going at it?"

"Oh," Hiccup murmured. Astrid could almost see the gears turning in his brain as he worked it out, and suddenly he looked up at her when it finally clicked. "Oh!" His eyes widened, and then he blushed. "Oh…"

Astrid blew hair away from her face, utterly embarrassed. "Yeah…"

"So that's why Toothless left us alone," he said sheepishly, and it earned him a murderous look.

Needless to say, Hiccup knew that two very painful punches to the arm was not common practice in love making.


	2. The Lovers Awaken (Part 2)

**A/N:**

_Thank you so much to all those who have reviewed, faved, and followed this so far! And sorry about uploading this a couple of days later than promised. I hope you like it... it's very descriptive..._

_Anyway, without further ado I give you part two. This is only a two-part ficlet so this is the last one. The next story to be uploaded in this collection will be an AU, and will hopefully be uploaded soon. I've already finished writing it, it just needs some polishing =)_

* * *

><p><strong><span>THE LOVERS AWAKEN (PART TWO)<span>**

"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" Hiccup cried.

She swung her fist and punched him solidly in the arm.

"Ow! Sweet Thor in Midgard, I said I was sorry."

She bared her teeth. "That's for being a stubborn ass!"

"But I thought you liked it when I'm being stubborn!"

She opened her mouth, a retort ready on her tongue, but stopped when she remembered _why_ she liked it when he was being stubborn. She quickly dissipated that _particular_… steamy memory. She wanted to stay angry with him for a while longer. "That was different! This time I told you to let it go!"

He rolled his eyes. "Yeah… but not listening to you is kind of part of being a stubbor– whoah!" He yelped when he nearly fell off the bed as she pushed him away from her.

"You know, sometimes I could just **kill you**!" She yelled in his face. She wrapped the sheets around her and lay back on the bed with a dignified huff, her back turned to him. He rubbed the back of his head and sighed when he realised that she wasn't joking anymore.

"Ok ok, you're right, I _am_a stubborn ass." When she did not reply, he cautiously placed a hand on her shoulder. "But at least I'm _your __stubborn ass, _to do whatever you want with me. And my ass."

He was pleased to see her cheeks twitch, but still she did not respond to him. He tentatively lowered the blanket, and when she did not shrug him off, he laid down and rubbed his lips up and down her exposed upper back. He knew how much she liked that, and sure enough he felt her begin to move beneath him.

"How can I make it up to you?" He whispered as he softly kissed her skin.

She sighed before finally turned around to silently glare at him, though he could see the glint of lust still shining through in her eyes.

He leaned down for a kiss, but she turned away.

"I'm still angry with you, you know," she growled at the wall.

He sighed. "I know you are."

"So what are you going to do about it?"

He caught the playful, angry tone in her voice, and he stared at her neck, taut from her facing away from him, and had the sudden urge to taste her skin. He tugged at the sheets wrapped around her form and, when she didn't fight it, pulled it off altogether. He placed a careful hand upon her stomach, leaned down and breathed gentle, open mouthed kisses down her neck, over her collar bones… She instantly quivered underneath him as her breath caught, and that's when it hit him.

She was still _horny._Despite his screw up, she still wanted him.

He wanted to laugh, wanted to hit himself for being so unobservant with his wife. It's funny: He was usually _very_perceptive when it came to dragons. But when it came to Astrid… well, then again, he shouldn't really be too surprised: Astrid had always had a knack for clouding his judgement.

"I'm sorry," he mumbled again as he moved back up her body and nuzzled her just below the ear. She finally turned her face back to him, her eyes half-lidded and her heart thudding in her chest that Hiccup could easily feel. He rested a hand to her cheek and brushed a thumb over her pink lips. "So how can I make it up to you?"

She scowled. "You'll have to figure that out yourself."

He furrowed his brow in irritation, but then an idea suddenly hit him. He swiftly hovered over her, entwined their hands, and quickly pinned them above her head. Her eyes widened in surprise, then closed in the next instant when he dipped down to lick the hill of one breast. He then licked her other breast, sucking her nipple as he pulled away. And he maddeningly did it again on each breast, and again, _and again._ She couldn't help but arch into him, couldn't help but grip his hands, wanting to feel more… upon her skin, within her skin, _under her skin._She wanted more… she wanted _more of him._

She didn't realise that she was already gasping for air until he nuzzled her nose. "Open your eyes," he breathed into her mouth. "I want you to see everything."

She did as he asked, her breath coming short and fast, and he sweetly kissed her cheeks before he untangled their hands. He roamed down her body, his warm mouth leaving a slow trail of fire down her chest and over her belly button before coming to rest between her legs.

His green eyes never left her face, not even for a moment, gauging her reaction to his every touch. He was going to be observant this time. He was going to take note of the things that didn't turn her on, and the things did, and the things that _really_turned her on.

He kissed the inside of her thighs and softly, teasingly massaged her womanhood with one hand. She was the one who taught him this… after much persuasion, that is. He was, after all, the sort of person who liked to learn how things worked, and after a couple of nights in their married lives when he had finished but she had not, he finally persuaded her to tell him how _she_… liked to do it. She had, of course, initially refused to tell him. But Hiccup had stubbornly pressed her to tell him how she liked to pleasure herself when she was still a maid, and when she finally, angrily answered, her answer was something that he would never have thought would be synonymous with pleasure. It took a very quick, embarrassed demonstration until he got her meaning…

Pinching. Up and down… in opposite directions… in _that_ most sensitive area… gently at first, and then increasing in pressure… _oh-_ like he was doing. Right. Now…

She gritted her teeth and stubbornly pressed her lips together, not willing to give Hiccup the satisfaction of hearing her moan so early into lovemaking. He was going to have to do better than that.

"Gods, you're so beautiful," he whispered, and when she scoffed in disagreement, he persisted. "No, you really are! I still can't believe we're finally married… and that I can have you… like this…" He brought his fingers closer together as he spoke, rubbing them up and down, slowly pinching the lips together, moving slowly towards that pearl within her folds that he knew drove her wild when played with. He only meant to tease her, build the pressure, when suddenly Astrid involuntarily started grinding her hips in time with his hands.

"Unnggh!" She whimpered, and Hiccup couldn't help but groan in response. Oh gods, she sounded so hot right now, Hiccup could feel himself throb with want.

"Yeah," he whispered. He noticed that the closer he rubbed her lips together, the wetter she became. Her whimpers seemed to be getting more frustrated _and_desperate, and so he decided to change his movements to help her climax. He pulled her lips wide open and dragged his tongue over her warm, pink flesh in one, slow slurp.

"Mmmmyeahhh!" She gasped.

Alright! Hiccup thought excitedly. He did it again, and even though she was now moaning freely, she wasn't being as loud as he'd like her to be. He dipped down and began to kiss and lick her outer lips. He flicked his eyes up and was satisfied to see her gripping the sheets in pleasure, her half-lidded, mad-lust eyes locking with his. His tongue swept feathery strokes against the part where he knew her clit was before he went back to kissing her there…

"Mnnwwwhhhhcccc…"

Hiccup looked up at her and raised his eyebrows, trying to figure out what she just said. He went back to licking her womanhood, thinking that this was what she wanted, but she tried calling his name again.

"What do you need?" He gruffly asked against her flesh, and she groaned even louder in her frustration. She didn't know how to be coherent right now – all she knew was that she needed his mouth down there _right now._

"S-suck… m… m… " she moaned.

He breathed quickly, willing to calm himself down as what little blood left in him shot straight into his stiffness.

"Hiccup… please… sssss… me…"

He pinched her lips again with his thumb and index finger until her pearl was visible to him and, licking his lips as he watched her, latched his mouth onto her clit, nipping it once, twice, and finally taking pity on his wife, sucked it while his tongue moved in the vacuum of his mouth. He took her legs and brought them over his shoulders, stroking smoothly up and down her skin as he groaned into her every now and then.

"Oh!" She screamed, "_Ohhhhhhhhhh! Yeeees! Yesyesyesyes!"_

Mmm, gods, hearing her moan was such a turn on… He looked up at her again and revelled at the sight of her tossing her head back as her eyes rolled to the back of her head. He turned his attention back to her womanhood.

She tasted so good, so sweet... He knew he would never get tired of doing this, of _eating her out._He slurped all of her into his mouth. After a few moments, he decided to add his fingers into the mix. Without unlatching his mouth from her, he inserted two fingers in her and began to thrust them in and out, then began to press her cavern up and down, then both at the same time, pressing down as he went it and pressing up as he went out and…

She nearly squealed in ecstasy as she grinded herself against his mouth. He looked back up at her face – which was now beautifully scrunched up in a display of near-orgasm – and briefly wondered if he should stop: She looked like she was about to pass out. But all doubt fled from his mind when she began screaming his name.

"Hiccu… Shi… fuc… Hi – Hiccup… I'm… ohhhh, I'm…"

She was close, he knew. He could feel it in the jerking of her hips and the volume of her moans and the pulsing of her womanhood around his fingers. He relentlessly continued, not wanting to ease the pressure…when she suddenly scooted back away from her face.

"… Wh-what …?" He asked confusedly.

She slid back down and gathered him back up to her so that he was hovering over her once more. "I want to… with you… inside… now… _now_…"

"Now?"

"_Now…_please…"

"But… I…"

"No buts," she said breathlessly as she pressed urgent kisses all over his face. And while Hiccup wanted nothing more than to slip himself in her, he _had _been thoroughly enjoying learning how to pleasure his wife with just his mouth and fingers. Besides, he thought that she was enjoying it… why did she want him to stop now?

"Mffff, Astrid…" he mumbled against her lips,

"Stop… talking…"

"Wait, I…"

"Hiccup, you're not starting this again, are you?"

"I'm not starting anyth…" He had to choke back the rest of the word when she gripped his manhood and positioned him at her entrance. She bucked her hips at him, meaning to get him in, but _her_ wetness and _his_ pre-cum only caused to slip his hardness up and down her very wet womanhood. They both groaned.

"Hiccup, please…"

"Mmm... but I haven't… finished… with you…"

In her frustration, Astrid punched his arm in the exact same spot where she had punched him before. Hiccup yelped. Sweet Odin! That girl sure has a good memory and an even better aim.

"Okay, okay!" He dipped down to claim her lips, his fingers tangling themselves in her blonde hair. By Odin, she was so, so impatient at sex and…

Mmmm gods, her impatience really turned him on.

And it was this same impatience that brought Astrid to suddenly push Hiccup down to the bed, flipping their positions. It was this same impatience that brought her to shamelessly slide herself up and down his hardness to ease the pressure burning in her core. Hiccup whimpered and tried to get her to stop, but she shoved her tongue in his mouth. She was mumbling against his lips, perhaps to reprimand him, but when he reached between them to swipe a finger across her swollen vulva, she couldn't help but squeak. He claimed her lips again as he reached down to finally guide himself to her warm folds. They both groaned at the sensations of flesh meeting flesh as she took him inside of her in an agonising, shallow pace. She paused when he was finally fully engulfed, adjusting to his size. After a few moments, she bit his left shoulder as she began to slowly move up and down, and he reached down and began to rub her clit in soothing, circular motions, causing her to squirm. Her breath tickled his skin with every moan as he continued to play with her, and when he saw her arms starting to shake from trying to keep her weight up in the midst of her pleasure, he decided to switch them around.

Astrid's eyes flew open as the next thing she knew, she was on her back once more and Hiccup was on top. He scooted down and began to firmly rub the tip of his member up and down her slit, green eyes intently watching for her to give him a sign that she was ready. She squirmed, trying to get him in, and whimpered almost desperately when he finally pushed himself inside. He shallowly thrusted in and out, slowly ravishing her, relishing in the feeling of her skin against his.

"Fast..er… faster… Hiccup…"

He moved back up her body and took her lips in his. His stiffness twitched inside her, and he let out a long moan into her mouth. He began to thrust feverishly into her, and he hissed as her nails dragged almost painfully, pleasurably down his back. She was starting to squirm beneath him once more…

Oh gods. He needed release. Soon.

She bit his shoulder again as the bed creaked under them with his thrusts.

_Unghh…_oh yes, he definitely needed release soon. Gods, he really needed to work on his stamina.

"Close?" He gasped into her ear.

She could only manage a nod and a whimper, and he shifted his weight around his kneess just enough so that he was pounding her at a different angle. He hadn't realised that their hands had entwined once more until she was gripping it hard enough to cut off his circulation. He didn't know how or what button he must have pressed within her, but she had suddenly tensed up and had thrown her head back as she cried with pleasure, her whole body arching, convulsing under him, her breast brushing against his chest everytime he moved. Her core tightened around him, and he found that he was spiralling out of control, fast.

"I'm gonna… I need to… Astrid…"

Astrid could only cry incoherently in response as her body jolted in ecstasy.

He groaned and nuzzled her neck, his senses starting to cloud, his head full of the sights and sounds and the scent of her – her blonde hair, her blue eyes, her dewy skin, her small mouth crying his name brokenly. A wave was rushing forward, threatening to overcome him, and all he could do to save himself was clutch at Astrid as he finally fell over the edge. He seized up and groaned loudly in her ear, pouring himself inside her, desperately surrendering to her his very soul and his heart and all of his love. Gods, he loved her. He loved her so much. He loved her so intensely that he didn't know what to do without her.

He kept moving as his orgasm continued to spear his entire being, and when it finally subsided, he collapsed on top of her, desperately huffing in air.

"By Odin... Ohh… by the gods…"

Astrid smiled, still coming down herself.

"It just… keeps getting… better…" he murmured.

Astrid chuckled as she played with the hair on the nape of his neck. "You came really hard…"

"Mmmm…"

"You okay there?"

Hiccup could only nod.

After a while, Astrid kissed the shoulder that she bit. "You know, you're a bit heavy…" she whispered.

It took him a moment to respond. "Mngg…?"

"You're a bit heavy… mind if you moved to the side?"

"Oh," he mumbled sleepily. He quickly lay next to her. "Sorry…"

Astrid leaned up against one hand and watched him. She smiled as her gaze raked down his heaving chest, which only made him self-conscious. For some bizarre reason. Gods they just had sex and all he can think about right now is covering his _nipples_?

He blushed beautifully. "Wh-what are you staring at?"

"You," she laughed. "You look like a dying eel"

"I… don't doubt that at all." He gulped in a few more lungsful of air before he turned to her, drawing her near. He reached a hand behind her head and pulled her down to him, pecking her lips. He didn't want to let her go. Could they just stay inside all day?

Astrid, however, didn't seem to want to stay in bed all day.

"Mmm… Hiccup…" she mumbled against his lips. "Do you think that… we should… get up… mmfmed?"

"Nope," he said as he continued to softly kiss her. "We're staying in bed all day today..."

Astrid laughed. She finally pecked his freckled nose and pulled away. "Your dad's not gonna like that."

He shrugged. "You can always use your dragon breath on him."

Astrid quirked an eyebrow, and Hiccup couldn't help but laugh.

"Okay, okay. We'll both use our dragon breath on him."

She chuckled as she lay back down and settled comfortably in his arms. "Lazy," she murmured.

"Sleepy-head," he replied. "So… did I make it up to you?"

"… maybe."

He opened a bleary eye. "What do you mean?" He mumbled.

She smiled against his skin.

"You'll see."


	3. Tomorrow (AU)

**The Lemon Collection**

_A couple of things before we start:_

_1. This is a University AU_

_2. Hiccup is older and is a PhD student while Astrid is an undergrad_

* * *

><p><strong>TOMORROW<strong>

"Yeah, like that. Oooh just like that… Mmmf!"

Astrid threw her head back and let the pleasure wash over her. She ran her fingers through Hiccup's soft hair, and he gruffly moaned in response as he continued his ministrations with his tongue at her centre. God, she was so close, she hoped he wasn't thinking of stopping anytime soon.

She was in his office, sitting on top of his desk as he knelt on the floor in front of her, his hands rubbing gentle circles against her thighs. She bit her lip as she tried hard not to cry out in bliss. If they were ever found out, they would be in so much trouble…

She tried not to think of the consequences _if _they were ever found out. Hiccup, after all, was her tutor, and the fact that she was _sleeping_ with her tutor made her uncomfortable. Mind, she wasn't sleeping with him for extra marks or anything, and Astrid made sure Hiccup knew she did not expect any special treatment from him outside their more… intimate… sessions. She was sleeping with him because, well, he was a good fuck. Simple as that. At least that was what Astrid kept telling herself. He was simply that, nothing more.

Astrid met him through a mutual friend, ages ago, way before semester started, and while they occasionally made love in those first, few, heady months, they initially had very little romantic feelings for each other.

Unfortunately for Astrid, she soon started to feel something… dangerously, _dangerously_ similar to love – that poison that was slowly blossoming within her – and she knew that she had to destroy it before it destroyed them both. Before it destroyed _her_ again.

Love – it was such a toxic thing that rots away your soul when it finally, inevitably dies…

_No. _She wasn't going to let that happen again. Hiccup was a _good _man, and he deserved someone better. She _will_ end _this_, soon. No, not soon. She had to end it _now. _

She grimaced. That was the catalyst as to why she decided to visit Hiccup that afternoon, right before she headed home from Uni. To settle this once and for all. To say goodbye.

She had resolutely marched up to the building where his office was. He shared a small room with two other tutors, and she steeled herself before turning that final corner, down the musty hall, past the corkboards and stale portraits of past academics. Fortunately for her, Hiccup was alone when she arrived, and for a while she just stood by the door and looked at him fondly – perhaps for the last time before she ended this for good. She took in the way the light illuminated the auburn in his otherwise dark hair, the way his broad, bony shoulders hunched over his papers, the way his face lit up at the sight of her when he finally raised his head up from his work.

She had shaken her head to clear it when she realised that she had not responded to his greeting. He had asked her if she was okay, and she had nodded quickly. She could not afford to lose her resolve now. She needed to end this, because she _knew_ that Hiccup sure as hell _wouldn't_.

She really did drop by with the full intention of telling him that their intimacy could no longer continue. She really did. But when it came to it, she could not utter the words, could not force them out of her lips. She remembered dropping her bag and books on the floor as she locked the door behind her. In two steps she was straddling him, and in two seconds she was kissing him. He had grumbled, worried that someone might catch them, but then one thing led to another, and now, instead of leaving him, here she was sitting on his desk as his rough, wet tongue lapped her up, her dress hitched up around her waist and her underwear long discarded.

Their sexual encounters would have been alright to continue if not for Fate's meddling hands. For at the beginning of that semester, Astrid realised that she had to take up a core course… a course that Hiccup was asked to tutor at the last minute after the previous one backed out. Neither Hiccup nor Astrid planned to be in the same class – why on Earth would they? – but now that they were both in this situation, their relationship was, in Astrid's mind, suddenly so forbidden, so _prohibited_, that if anybody found out…

_No_. Her hands involuntarily tightened their hold on his hair, and he withdrew from her centre to shoot her a glare and a sarcastic remark. She irately huffed an apology and pushed his head back down.

She bit the inside of her cheeks. What was she _doing? _This has to stop! They needed to stop seeing each other!

She breathed out a cry when he inserted his fingers in her, and soon her carnal need overpowered her resolve. She _would _end this, after this encounter. She would have one last hurrah, and then she was going to break off whatever this relationship was. This time, for _sure._

Astrid gritted her teeth. She needed to do something… she needed to get _off_ right now…

Hiccup looked up at her. He thoughtfully moved the tip of his tongue over the nub of sensitive flesh as he studied her face, his warm breath ghosting over her. She whimpered at his tortuous ministrations, clutching his hair painfully until he finally drew away. He rubbed her with his fingers. "Are you alright?"

"Why shouldn't I be?" She snapped

He pressed his lips into a thin line, ready to let loose a biting response, but then decided to ignore her curtness. "Are you close?" He asked instead as he kissed the insides of her thighs, still looking intently at her.

Astrid bit her lip and nodded. Oh, she was close alright. He had no idea just _how_ close she was. Problem was: she just couldn't _get off._

Perhaps a change in positions would help.

"Wait, please, Hiccup," she gasped. Hiccup glanced at her as his mouth stopped whatever blessed thing it was doing. "Maybe… you… in me…?"

He smiled at her reassuringly. "Sure," he said as he pulled himself up to his feet, bending forward to kiss her deeply. She moaned as she tasted herself on his lips. He pulled away and quickly stepped out of his unzipped jeans, navigating the trouser legs over his prosthetic. He slipped on a rubber before wrapping her legs around his waist. Her dress began to ride up – an action that didn't go unnoticed by him. Distracted, he pulled her dress off of her and pushed her bra up, squeezing her breasts and thumbing the peaks. _Kissing_ them.

"Hiccup… please… quickly…" she whimpered, one hand urgently grasping his arm while the other supported her weight behind.

He grunted and gave her chest a final suck and a squeeze before raising his head to peck her lips. One of his hands slid down to her hip, brushing the rise of her hipbone with his thumb as his other hand guided his tip to rub slowly against her womanhood once… twice… three times…

She hissed at the sensations and scowled at him. "Don't tease," she snarled.

He grinned and mumbled an apology before finally guiding himself slowly, little by little slipping himself in. Astrid's lower body involuntary arched up, her mouth forming a perfect _O_ as she moaned.

"Astrid," he breathed, feeling every inch of her clench tightly against his member. When she had adjusted, he pulled out and slowly pushed back in again, causing both of them to moan in unison. He reached out to brush her fringe away from her eyes, and she tenderly cupped his hands against her face, kissed his palm, before placing his thumb in her mouth. She swirled her tongue around it, her teeth gently biting down on his fingernail. He groaned and started to thrust a little quicker.

She laughed breathily, feeling the pressure build again. Hiccup awkwardly shifted back, trying to find a new angle that would allow him to plunge deeper into her, and found it when he took her leg and lifted it over his shoulder. His member suddenly began hitting her in all the right areas with each slick thrust. Astrid clenched her fists, accidentally crumpling the papers that Hiccup had quickly and haphazardly stacked to the side at the beginning of their lovemaking. She found herself writhing in her oncoming climax. He noticed this, and started to drive himself rapidly into her.

Astrid couldn't help but whimper as the pressure built up. She was once again teetering at the precipice. She reached down to grind herself as he rocked in and out of her, matching his rhythm, willing him to slam into her harder.

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head.

Their closeness, the new angle, the thrill and danger of being found out… it was all too much, it was all too fast… and it was enough to finally send Astrid over the edge. Her fingernails scratched the surface of the table as she screamed through closed lips, _finally _losing control.

Hiccup watched as Astrid fell apart on his desk, thinking how delicious she looked as her whole body trembled with the intense pleasure that he was giving her. He grunted as her centre swiftly clenched and unclenched his member. When Astrid finally came down from her high, he wrapped her arms and legs around him and carried her down to the carpeted floor. He was about to position himself again when Astrid's hands grasped his shoulders. Confused, he looked up at her.

"Wait," she whispered.

"Astrid?" He asked, cupping her face once more. "What's wrong?"

Her breath caught before she shook her head. "Nothing. It's nothing."

"Do you want to stop?"

She stared at his eyes, a dozen thoughts crossing her mind. Stop? Oh yes, she knew that they _needed_ stop. But she didn't _want _to stop. How could she? _How, _when she was finding that she was falling… in… lov…

She suddenly reached for him and kissed him hard, her hands roaming everywhere.

"I can't do it," she murmured against his lips. He drew away from her and furrowed his eyebrows in confusion.

"What can't you do?" He tried to ask, but she kissed him roughly again, silencing him before her brain tried to reason with her once more why _this _was a bad idea. She pushed him down onto the carpet, slipped off her bra, and crawled on top of him.

"Astrid?" He tried again, but she hushed him once more with a bite to his lower lip. She reached between them and positioned him against her, slowly sliding down, moaning breathily in his ear as he entered her once more.

He kissed her neck as he held her close, hissing in pleasure as she moved slowly. She let his hands slide up to play with her breasts as she rode him. Whenever it started getting too overwhelming, she stopped moving and rolled her hips with him still buried deep inside her. And she did this, alternating between riding and rolling, liking the sight of Hiccup's face contorting in bliss, loving the short gruff noises escaping his lips. She was just relishing the feeling of his member moving and touching her everywhere when one of his hands landed on her butt and squeezed it hard.

She gasped, and Hiccup took this opportunity to capture her lips once more as he drove himself up to her. Astrid clutched at his shoulders, her fingernails digging painfully into him, her muscles straining as she tried desperately to keep up with the pace that he had set. Hiccup let out a groan as he began to thrust fervently, and soon the room was filled with their frantic breaths and the sounds of flesh striking on flesh.

Astrid couldn't help but whimper as a second orgasm threatened to overpower her senses once again.

"Hiccup… I'm…" she tried to warn him, but she had become inarticulate, and so she held his warm face between her hands and gave him a sloppy kiss instead as he hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her.

He soon lost his rhythm and began to push himself hard into her.

"You're close?" He gasped. She nodded, her soft whining filling his mind.

He groaned as he felt his own end coming near. He held her hips in a bruising grip as he drove himself into her once more, and suddenly it was enough. Astrid went rigid as she loudly cried out his name. Her hands found his shoulders to grasp as she arched against him. He watched her, utterly mesmerised. She was so beautiful, her pink mouth open in a barely repressed shriek, her small breasts rippling in time with his thrusts. He looked down and watched himself go in and out of her.

And in and out. And in and out.

His brain began to short.

"Astrid… I'm gonna… _mmmm_…"

She nibbled his earlobes, and it was enough to drive him over the edge. He grunted loudly as he buried himself deep inside her, the first spurt of his release rushing out of him. And the second. Then the third. He shallowly thrust a few more times, drawing the orgasm out for as long as he could.

He grunted softly as he finished, and then fell back upon the carpet, completely spent. Astrid was breathing heavily, her cheek buried against the sweaty t-shirt that he was still wearing, her body completely collapsed on top of him. After a few moments, he wrapped his arms around her and guided her body a little to the right so that her entire weight wasn't on him. He brushed her hair away from her face and kissed the top of her head before he unrolled the rubber off of himself.

Astrid watched Hiccup, and argued with herself once more why this was a bad idea. He was so gentle with her, and Astrid felt so safe with him. She snuggled closer, even though she really should get dressed and tell him that she was leaving him. She knew she had to leave him, because she was... well. She was…

Oh fuck it. She was falling in love with him. _Madly._

She should never have allowed this to happen. This relationship was a mess from the very beginning.

Hiccup held her tightly, still breathing hard. It was as if he was afraid of letting her go, as if he knew what she was thinking of. He looked down at her and stroked her cheek to get her attention.

"Astrid… you know that I care _very_ deeply for you, right?"

Astrid stared back at him in surprise, before guiltily lowering her eyes once more. The cheap carpet beneath her body was rough and itched against her skin, and it provided a welcome distraction to the torrent of emotions that was suddenly rushing through her very bones. She ran her fingers back and forth his arm, but before she could respond, they heard a murmur of distant voices outside his office door. The shadows of students soon flitted through the cracks under the wooden door as they walked past.

Astrid and Hiccup remained on the floor, holding each other, knowing that their forbidden romance could not continue. But neither wanted to let go_._ Neither were _willing_, let alone knew _how._

"What are we going to do Hiccup?" She asked quietly.

"Do about what?"

"We can't keep doing _this_."

Hiccup did not respond. Instead, she felt him tighten his hold on her.

Astrid bit her lip. "We have to stop seeing-"

"Please don't say it," he softly pleaded. "Please don't… not if you really don't want to. We… We can work something out. I…" He trailed off. She felt his heart pound fast under her fingertips.

"Hiccup –"

"I think I've fallen in love with you." He murmured.

Astrid was silent. After a while she took his hand and raised it to her lips, kissing his knuckles. He responded by lifting her chin to softly kiss her before he pulled her back in a tight embrace, delaying the moment when they would have to part again.

_Tomorrow._

It was such a strange word, full of promise and trepidation. Yet there it was, inevitable and true.

_Tomorrow._

Astrid closed her eyes.

_We'll work something out tomorrow._

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes<strong>:
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	4. Heat

**The Lemon Collection**

_This one's a lime drabble, short and sweet. That means no descriptive smut, just allusions to it._

* * *

><p><strong>HEAT<strong>

The seasons in Berk were harsh and often swung to extremes, the weather predictions as stubbornly unreliable as a Hairy Hooligan asked to guard the last cask of ale. But no season was more temperamental than that of autumn - one minute you could be forgiven for thinking that it was still the height of summer, the next you would have thought that the world had turned upside down, and that the heavens had turned to ocean and was crashing down upon the whole of Midgard.

Such was the weather as it was on Berk right now.

Astrid and Hiccup had been strolling around the island at twilight when the freak storm descended upon them. In minutes they were completely soaked, and Hiccup had pulled her by the hand towards the Haddock lodge, dodging muddy puddles as all around them Hooligans rushed to get their goods and washing out of the sudden deluge.

Toothless pushed his way inside the house the moment Hiccup opened the door, then proceeded to shake the water off of himself once the door was closed, showering Hiccup and Astrid with even more rainwater. Hiccup exclaimed irritably, but the dragon simply grumbled back before bounding up the stairs.

Astrid laughed at the colourful language that Hiccup directed at his dragon, adding her own suggestions as they followed Toothless up the stairs, leaving a trail of rainwater in their wake in the dark. Astrid was grateful for the lightning that suddenly flashed, illuminating their surroundings and giving her a glimpse of where to step next. Hiccup, meanwhile, navigated in the dark easily, knowing exactly where each obstacle lay, exactly which part of the floor creaked…

… and exactly where Toothless' stone bed was in the middle of his room.

Astrid, however, was not so experienced. He heard a loud thud behind him, followed by a string of choice curses so beautiful it would have made Gobber swell with pride.

Lightning filtered through the closed shutters once more, and he saw her sitting down on Toothless' bed as she nursed the toe that she had painfully stubbed. He dearly wanted to laugh at her misfortune, but thought better of the action as he also very _dearly _wanted to live to see another day. He settled for amused concern instead.

His Night Fury, meanwhile, gave him a pointed look, and when he realised that Hiccup was not going to approach the Hofferson girl to check if she was okay, glared at him disappointedly before bounding up to her, a worried croon rumbling through his throat, his reptilian green eyes the only things visible in the dark.

Astrid petted his snout appreciatively before pushing it away. "Yeah, yeah, I'm fine," she grumbled.

Hiccup chuckled and turned away, his arms outstretched in search of his desk. "Give me minute, Astrid. I just need to get to my…" _Thump!_ "… desk. Aha! Alright, candle candle candle candle…"

Astrid shivered in the half-darkness as she listened to him shuffle papers around and Odin knows what else. She was drenched to the bone, and the Haddock lodge was chilly. She wished that there was already a welcome fire ready when they arrived, although she knew that nobody could have predicted the autumn rain that had suddenly descended upon them, and nobody had been at home to set up a fire in the hearth, with Stoick still doing his chiefly duties somewhere on the island...

She blinked impatiently in the darkness as she felt Toothless move and settle on the stone bed behind her. After a while Hiccup finally managed to light those Thor-forsaken candles, and wasted no time in stepping towards his dresser. He pulled a large towel, a clean tunic, and a pair of his smallest trousers and handed it all to Astrid. She muttered a thanks, and he turned his back to her respectfully to allow her to change in privacy.

He shuffled another towel through his wet hair before pulling a clean tunic from his dresser, effectively dragging five more out in the process. He swore softly at his clumsiness, ignoring Astrid's teasing remarks behind him as he hastily stuffed the clothing back in a messy pile. He grasped the edge of his soaked shirt, hesitated for a second as he steeled himself for the cold, then threw caution to the winds as he peeled the soggy clothing off him. He tried to suppress the shivers that ran through his body as the chill air bit into his skin.

Hiccup jumped when Astrid suddenly let out a mighty sneeze, the sound echoing loudly in the empty Haddock lodge. He whirled around, and felt his heart stop at the sight that greeted him.

Astrid had taken nearly all of her clothing off, with only her breast bindings and underwear to cover her modesty. She was inelegantly rubbing her nose, her eyes half-lidded in the aftermath of her sneeze. But… oh dear gods. She was in her underwear, still wet with rain. He caught sight of a couple of things visible through her wrappings that were standing erect in the cold…

She glanced at Hiccup, and he jumped at being caught ogling. Blushing madly, he turned his back to her once more and cleared his throat. She saw his blush spread all the way down his upper back, and she felt the heat rising in her face in response. She chewed her lip thoughtfully and shared a look with Toothless, biting back a chuckle when she saw the Night Fury rolling his eyes to the ceiling, settling his head once more on his front paws as if to say: _Here we go again_.

"Oh Hiccup," Astrid called out, her voice low and dripping with honey.

Hiccup coughed into his fist and began fumbling with the tunic in his hands. It was as if he was suddenly all fingers and no thumbs, his tunic the most complicated garment in Midgard as he struggled to find the right hole to put his head in.

"You know," she purred. "I love that colour on you."

Hiccup spluttered. He didn't know if she was referring to the colour of _his _face or the colour of the shirt that he was still clutching... which so happened to also be _red. _A little faded and pulled, perhaps, but still unmistakeably red. Perhaps even as red as his face was right now.

"Turn around, Hiccup."

"Nah," he squeaked, then cleared his throat before lowering the pitch of his voice. "I'm… uh… I'm good."

The rain suddenly lashed the side of the house. Lightning flashed and the thunder rolled. He heard Astrid laugh softly as she murmured. "I'm dressed. Just turn around Hiccup."

He finally found those Thor-forsaken holes to put his limbs through, and fumbled a few more times before he _finally _managed to pull his tunic on, blessing the length of it as it hid an rather embarrassing event that was currently happening between his legs. He turned to face Astrid, only to whip his head back around, his face reddening once more.

The lying fox! She hadn't change at all! She was still in her underwear!

"Get changed, Astrid," he hissed in frustration. "You'll get sick!"

"Mmm…" she purred.

He forced himself to look sternly back at her face – _and only her face, _he scolded himself – not allowing his eyes to wander down her sun-kissed figure. She had her knees up against her chest with her arms wrapped around them. Her braid had come undone, and little beads of water still clung to her goose-pimpled skin. He briefly wondered what the rain would taste like upon those long, dewy arms, when he saw one of her hands drop to her legs, slowly running her fingers up the length of her calf, down her thighs, towards that soft flesh that only his intimate hands had mapped before. He knew every scar, every nick, every insect-bite upon her skin, each mark enhancing rather than detracting from the perfection that was her entire body…

He swallowed audibly.

"Hiccup…" she called softly, and the teasing in her voice finally cut through the haze in his mind. His eyes snapped back to her face, the temperature in the room suddenly increasing by a dozen degrees.

She smiled at him coyly, her blue eyes flashing mischievously as her cheeks flamed with a blush of her own. "I said I'm cold. Won't you give me something that would make me warmer?"

He had to gulp twice before deciding that he'd had enough of her teasing. He grabbed his blanket off his bed and marched up to Astrid, resolutely looking at the space to her left in order to avoid looking at her _everything else._

"Hiccup?"

He wordlessly draped the blanket over her shoulders before running out of the room, not bothering to change out of his wet trousers. Toothless was immediately on his feet and followed his rider downstairs.

Astrid began to cackle. "Where are you going?"

"Get _dressed _Astrid. I'll wait for you downstairs, when you're a _decent _human being again."

"But I _am _a decent human being."

"No you're not. You're _cruel_."

She laughed. "I'm sorry," she called as she pulled the too-big tunic over her head. She heard Toothless shoot a small blast downstairs, and soon she saw the orange glow of a warm, inviting fire from her seat upstairs.

"For what it's worth," Astrid added as she unfolded the trousers, "You know that I love you right?"

She heard him grumble inaudibly before finally relenting. "Yeah yeah," Hiccup sighed. "I love you too. Just get dressed?"

She sniggered as she pulled the trouser on, but then quickly pulled it off again after realising that it was too big for her. Ah well. The tunic fell to her mid-thigh anyway, so it will have to do. She undid her braids and ran a towel over her hair before she quickly gathered her belongings. She blew out the candles – a shame, really, after all that effort to find and light them - and skipped down the stairs with the blanket draped over one arm.

Astrid found Hiccup sitting in front of the hearth, Toothless curled up on the other side. She tossed her boyfriend the blanket and laid their drenched clothing near the fire to dry. His eyes followed her, loving the way his tunic looked on her, loving the fact that the neckline was now dangerously on its way down one_ very _enchanting shoulder, loving the way the edge rode up to reveal her underwear as she bent down to scratch an itch on her foot, slowly running a hand up her leg as she stood, a sigh escaping her lips...

His eyes raked up her body, following her every movement. She grinned at him.

"Green suits you," he commented huskily as he finally dragged his eyes away, staring pointedly at the fire.

She knelt in front of him and leaned close, tapping his still heated cheeks. "_This_ colour especially looks good on you." She winked at him. "I'll make sure you _wear_ it more often."

He rolled his eyes and wrapped one side of the blanket around himself, holding the other out to her in invitation. She smiled and scooted close to him, placing her arms around his middle and resting her head on his shoulders.

And if there was anything else that Astrid did to Hiccup underneath _that_ blanket to apologise for her teasing, Toothless pretended to not hear it as he turned his face away from the couple. He flattened his ears, waiting impatiently for the rain to cease. He ignored Hiccup's quick intakes of breath, the moans, the laughter, and the other noises that his human made whenever his mate played with him.

Toothless waited for the worst of the storm to pass, and when it finally did, so did Hiccup. He opened a wary eye and turned to face the couple still cocooned in that blanket, still kissing, and a goofy grin still plastered on each of their faces.

The smell of earth wafted through the air as a late thunder rolled overhead and the sound of a much gentler rain clattered upon the roof. The couple knew that it was going to be a cold autumn's night that night, but they did not mind at all. Even the harshest of Berk's weather was easy to endure if it was spent in the company of a loved one, with a fire crackling merrily in the hearth and a beloved dragon snoozing nearby.

The couple had never felt cosier.

* * *
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* * *

><p><strong>FINISH WHAT YOU STARTED<strong>

"Hiccup," Astrid moaned, rolling her hips in the car seat as she fought to keep her eyes on the road. His hand was between her legs was doing things that made her breathless and wild and wanting more. He tweaked her clit and… oh god! There! There there there! Right there! She gasped, swerving dangerously towards the left lane.

Hiccup yelped as the car behind them beeped their horn. His free hand clutched the grab handle above him. "Holy sh-"

Astrid righted the car once more, her heart pounding. "Sorry," she chuckled. "It… it just felt too good."

He shook his head, pulling his hand out from between her legs. "Nope. That's it. We're waiting until we get home."

She glared at him from the corner of her eyes. "Hiccup!" She snarled warningly. "We're not waiting! _I'm _not waiting. Home's still 15 minutes away."

"You can wait 15 minutes! I'd like to stay alive long enough for my graduation next week, thank you very much."

"Oh, you big baby. You'll be fine," Astrid growled. "Besides, it's your fault for getting me so worked up back there." She took his hand and placed them again between her legs, tucking him back inside her underwear. "Finish what you started."

"You want to get off _while_ you're _driving?" _He said incredulously. "You've already nearly crashed the car ten times in the last five minutes Astrid. _Ten times! _You're already a dangerous driver at the best of times, I don't want to risk – Owww!" He yelped when her fist connected with his arm. He threatened to pull his hand out, but she merely tightened her legs around him, signalling to him to keep it where it was.

"Hiccup," she repeated as she scowled, "Finish what you started."

"But –"

She sighed, gesturing to the tent in his pants. "You're already as worked up as me anyway. I'll finish you off after you finish _me_ off."

He let out a strangled noise. "Astrid…"

"And you got me so wet back there…"

"Now wait a minute…"

"… and when you put your mouth all over me…"

"Astrid, you're going to kill us. You're going to kill _me._"

"We'll be fine, I promise." She grinded her hips against his hands once more, grunting when he curled his fingers in her. "Please?" She whispered.

He looked at her shrewdly. "You just like doing it in public."

She blushed at his accusation, punching him in the arm once more.

"Alright, alright!" He spied the glaring sign of a large supermarket at the next intersection ahead, and an idea formed in his head, wicked and hot.

And _**so **_illegal. But… if it meant living through this night to see another day…

He had to take his chances. She was dangerously swerving again every time she grinded her hips.

"Stop the car at the parking lot over there," he ordered her.

Astrid glanced at where he was pointing, then shook her head, misunderstanding him. "I'm on the pill," she said. "Besides, it's 3am. They'd be closed by now."

"Astrid," Hiccup pulled his hand out from between her legs before she could protest. "Stop the car."

She glared at him, about to argue, but when she saw him unbuckling his belt and wriggling out of his jeans, she realised that they were about to do something absolutely, exhilaratingly _crazy_. She tried to hide her grin as she dangerously turned off the road, haphazardly parking the car in the dim and empty car lot as the breaks squealed to a stop.

She cut off the engine and turned to him, chuckling when she found him gripping the grab handle once more. "God, Astrid, really?" He hissed. "For just one minute couldn't you try to not kill us?"

"You're such a baby," she muttered as she unbuckled her seatbelt and climbed over to him, pushing his hair away from his face and pressing sweltering kisses everywhere, tongue darting out to tease against his. He growled his reprimand against her lips, but she ignored him - the self-righteous git.

He unbuckled his seatbelt and kissed her back urgently, yanking her leggings and underwear over her hips. She wriggling out of her clothing before she went back to nibbling his lower lip, moaning as he kneaded her butt.

"Quick!" She murmured as she unzipped his jacket, reaching between them to take his shaft out of his underwear. He twitched in her hands, and he suddenly crushed her to him possessively.

"Come here," he growled. He sucked on her neck hard enough to leave a hickey as she snuck her hands under his sweater, scratching down his abdomen and sparking a trail of fire upon his skin. He ground his hips to her, the heat of his hardness pressing against her womanhood teasingly.

She rocked back to him, moaning in his ear before she quickly pushed him back in his seat. She kissed him hard, trying to convey to him how much she needed her desire to be immediately sated.

He unzipped her jacket and lifted her shirt underneath, kissing her navel and licking a line from her abdomen up to the base of bra. The sensation was ticklish and awkward, and hot as hell. She couldn't help but laugh at the wanton noises that were escaping his lips. He looked up at her with dark eyes. "We could get caught," he breathed.

"I don't care, oh!" She whimpered when he inserted his fingers in her, testing her wetness. "I really don't care," she repeated breathlessly. "The possibility of getting caught is… nnnghh… what makes this even more exciting. This is your… oh!" She arched into him as his thumb pressed into her clit. "Nnghhh… your best idea yet! Shit. Don't stop. Don't stop!"

He barked out a laugh as he pulled his fingers out. "I always have great ideas."

She glared at him. "I said don't stop!" She slid herself up and down his shaft, and he kissed her roughly before she could renew her tirade. She moaned against his lips, the heat and wetness between them was almost unbearable and absolutely maddening.

She quickly pulled away, breath ragged, daring him to make the next move. He stared at her heatedly in response before he finally gave in, pulling her shirt down to mouth the tops of her breasts as he lined himself against her, and she sank down so slowly she nearly reduced him to a whimpering mess. She watched with satisfaction as his eyes rolled to the back of his head as she slowly rose again. And sink, and rise. She pressed her cheek to his, relishing the feeling of his member inside her every time she moved.

He grunted when he couldn't take her tortuous tempo anymore. He grasped her hips and drove himself up to her with careless abandon. The car rocked obscenely as the windows fogged up in the frigid night. He was making those wonderful, desperate, short bursts of noises that always turned her on, and when he pressed his fingers to her clit, she couldn't help but feel like she could shatter right there and then. She was already so worked up from before that it wasn't long before she could feel the beginnings of her climax rippling at the very base of her, shooting down to her feet and up her spine…

Oh… just a few more strokes, a few more… a…

She suddenly seized up when her thighs decided to cramp in huge, painful knots then and there. Hiccup, thinking that she had orgasmed, began to thrust fervently into her.

"Fuck, ouch!" She gasped. "Stop! Stop!"

"What? What's wrong?" Hiccup gasped, squeezing her thigh as he tried to get her off his lap. Astrid let loose a string of curses as she reflexively hit him in the shoulder in pain.

"Son of a…" she gasped. "Owww! Don't squeeze my… ugh! My legs… fuck!... They're knotting!"

"Wait! Here, let me… " Hiccup opened the car door and slipped out, a little jelly-legged – god he had been so close! – just as Astrid collapsed in his seat, hissing as she tried to smooth out the knots in her thighs. He placed a hand on her knees and traced soothing circles on her skin. Her ragged breath fogged in the air as she quietly swore.

He sighed after a few moments, a little deflated but still worked up even in the cold. "Feel better?" He asked.

"Yeah… a little." She blinked at him. "Damn it!" She mumbled mournfully. Hiccup leaned in the car to kiss her.

"We can always finish this at home," he suggested. He received a glare in response.

"Always finish what you've started, Hiccup," she snarled. She grasped his shaft and pumped him, and he couldn't help but squeak at her sudden, rough treatment of him. "We're _not _waiting until we get home!" She bent down and licked him slowly from base to tip, making him hiss as his hips rocked forward of their own accord. She looked up at him, blue eyes flashing. "I need to get off, right _now_, because if I don't, I'm going to end up killing something. Or someone…

"Astrid…"

"So get your ass back in the car and shut the door, or I'm gonna…"

"I have an idea," he interrupted her.

Astrid stopped her tirade, his member still pulsing in her hands.

"Do you trust me?" He asked.

Her breath shortened. "Of course," she whispered. He bent down and kissed her gently one more time before he pulled her hips towards him without warning, causing her to lose her balance as she fell backwards, nearly hitting her head on the gear stick. She swore at him before she fully understood his intent.

"You want to do this h-here?" She squeaked. "Outside?"

He nodded, rubbing his tip up and down her slit. "But we don't have to…" he hesitated. "I mean, if you don't want to…"

She paused for a moment before she chuckled her consent. "Alright."

He blinked. "Really?"

"This isn't gonna work though." She sat up. "I'm gonna keep hitting my head against the gear stick and the hand break."

He nodded. "What about if you –"

They both jumped when they heard a siren wail past, the road concealed only by a barrier of trees and boxed shrubbery. Hiccup saw a white van rush in between the leaves, and he couldn't help but sigh with relief. _An ambulance_, he thought. _It was just an ambulance_…

Their eyes darted around, both suddenly so aware of how _public _this was.

He looked back at her, gulping when he saw that she was touching herself as she stared back him. God… they needed to fuck. Right now.

"What about…" he swallowed again. "What about me… behind you…"

She paused for a moment before she grinned. "Yeah, let's try it." She turned her back to him and placed one knee on the seat, spreading her legs and placing her other knee on the back rest. "Like… like this?"

He pushed her shirt over her waist and smoothed his palms over the curve of her butt. She rocked back to him, trying to get him to start.

"Feel alright?" He asked her. He yanked his underwear the rest of the way down, his metal prosthetic slipping in the smooth cement.

"I'm fine," she growled. "Please… hurry…" He lined himself up against her. "Before anyone sees..." He roughly pushed in, making her swallow the rest of her sentence into something incoherent. She suddenly realised that security cameras were most likely installed in the car park. Maybe some security guards were already watching them right now…

Oh god… what if…

The thought of getting caught sent waves of electric and primal lust down Astrid's body, straight to that spot where they were joined, and she suddenly couldn't care less if they got caught doing this.

Hiccup leaned over her and rubbed her clit as he made love to her urgently from behind. She whimpered as she arched against him, spying that elusive climax in the horizon once more. Their breath fogged in the air around them with each violent exhale, and she never felt more alive. Everything around her seemed amplified, from the hush of tires rushing over the road in the distance, to the squeak of their car as he pounded her repeatedly. She looked over her shoulder and found him utterly appealing as the yellow light of a distant street light haloed his dark hair. Everything appeared to be in high relief, in sharp contrast... hell, the fact that _she _was on high alert pushed her to her climax all that much faster.

Her whole body began to shake as she tipped over the edge.

"Don't stop," she whimpered, throwing herself back to him desperately. "C-close. Don't stop."

He growled, reaching his free hand to grasp the back of her neck and thrusting harder. She could feel his member hit that sweet spot inside her, each scorching stroke striking a fire that could not have been put out even if she tried. His hold on her neck tightened, the pain magnifying the pleasure, and suddenly it was enough. She swore out loud as her fingernails grasped the edge of the vinyl seat, shuddering underneath him as everything around her melted and focused all at once in those few, exquisite seconds of a very hard, very loud orgasm.

He let go of her neck and grasped her hips once more when she finished, pulling her to him roughly as he slammed even harder than before. Another siren wailed somewhere far away, a dog's bark echoing somewhere else in the distance. His rhythm began to falter, and he soon followed her in her climax, squeezing his eyes shut as he grunted, letting himself go inside of her as sweet relief finally rushed through him. He wrapped his arms around her waist as he finished grinding against her, the warm breath on her back a pleasurable contrast to the cold night air.

She chuckled as he slipped off her, and they hastily put their underwear back on before she scooted back into the driver's seat. Hiccup followed her in the passenger's side, slamming the door shut behind him and pulling his jeans back on. She started the car and blasted the heaters on, her legs still trembling from both the sex and the cold. She quickly reversed out of the parking lot and turned back onto the road.

The deed now done, they needed to get out of there. _Fast_.

"Hey Hiccup?"

"Hmm?"

"Let's do more crazy stuff like that."

He tripped over his words. "Are you insane?" He finally sputtered, blushing to the roots of his hair.

She cackled as she grabbed his hands, lacing her finger with his.

"Did… did you like it though?" She asked shyly.

"Of course I did!" He snarked. "I mean, it's just every boy's _fantasy_ to have public sex like that at least once in his life."

"What if there were cameras? What if we get posted all over the internet?"

He suddenly paled.

She laughed, reaching out to pat his knees reassuringly. "We'll be fine."

"You keep saying that."

She blindly punched him in the shoulders, though it was a lot less gentler than she would have liked. He grabbed her hand before she could pull away and kissed the inside of her wrist, chuckling when she complained that his stubble tickled her skin. He looked at her lovingly before he reached his fingers to tenderly touch the back of her neck.

"What?" She asked.

"Did… did I hurt you?" He asked softly, shame tinting his voice.

She looked at him quizzically. "Hurt me?"

"I… I think I went a bit too rough back there," he said as his fingers traced a pattern on her skin. "Astrid, I'm sorry. If I –"

"You didn't hurt me," she interrupted, taking his hand from the back of her neck and lacing her fingers with his once more. "Trust me Hiccup, _you _would be in pain right now if you did something I didn't like." When he started to berate himself again, she hushed him by kissing his palm and squeezing his hand reassuringly.

"Astrid…"

"Hiccup, I liked it." She glanced at him as they stopped at a red light. "If you must know, I liked it lot."

He returned her smile, leaning over that damned gear stick that was always in the way to peck her lips.

"Mmm." She murmured when he pulled away. "So, what's next on your list?"

He raised an eyebrow. "What list?"

"Your teenage boy's fantasy list."

He sputtered once more. "Astrid!"

"What?"

"No, you're not hearing this."

"But you know one of mine!"

"No." He said firmly.

Astrid snickered. "Okay, fine!" She brought their still entwined hands to her lips. "Another time then."

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes<strong>:

That cramp was a last minute (but hopefully funny) addition to the story, inspired by a thigh cramp that I experienced while editing this story as I sat cross-legged on the couch. God damn body is falling apart this winter *shakes fist*

Anyway this story wasn't meant to be up until the _next _AU chapter. The chapter that's supposed to have been uploaded after "Heat" is called "Picket Fence", which is a completely different AU, but for some reason I can't get it to work as well as I'd like. Ah well. "Picket Fence" will likely be the next AU chapter to be uploaded since it's already about halfway done XD

**Next chapter theme: **Shirtless and Barefoot (smut version. Canon-verse)


	6. Shirtless and Barefoot

**The Lemon Collection**

The first part of this oneshot was originally uploaded to Deviantart on 3 August 2013.

Smut at the end was uploaded to FF on 19 July 2014 ;) enjoy!

* * *

><p><strong>SHIRTLESS AND BAREFOOT<strong>

It was the height of summer in Berk, and a very rare heatwave had swept across the entire island. Even the dragons, as the gang found out, appeared far too lethargic to fly, choosing instead to sunbake everywhere like the overgrown lizards that they were. Several people wished that they were in the middle of devastating winter instead, and very few people wanted to be holed up in their houses on such a rare summer's day as today, that the majority of the Vikings on Berk were taking advantage of the hot weather by swimming in the otherwise frigid ocean. The beaches and springs, in fact, were so crowded with _very_ hairy Hooligans that Snotlout, Fishlegs, and Hiccup decided to cool down somewhere in the forest instead, just off Raven Point.

"I feel like I'm lying on a bed of Fireworms," Fishlegs was grumbling thickly as he lay sprawled face down on the grass.

"I feel like a melting eel," Snotlout complained as he wiped an arm across his forehead. A light breeze with the temperature of a forge kiln made the hair on his arms stand up, and he groaned in his discomfort.

"With this heat, I'm pretty sure melting's actually a possibility," Fishlegs muttered gruffly.

"The dragons don't seem to mind the heat too much though," Hiccup chipped in. He turned a languid gaze at Toothless, who was lying belly up amongst the wildflowers a bit of a distance away, tongue lolling out as butterflies fluttered all around him.

Hiccup blinked sleepily before rolling onto his back as he desperately tried to find a less-warm patch in the forest's shade. He was glad of being given a day off by both his father and Gobber, so he was determined to enjoy it as best he could by simply not doing anything. Besides, it was nice to just hang out with the gang. He hasn't really had much of a chance to do that lately, what with the booming saddle-making business at Gobber's forge along with his father's chiefing lessons taking up the majority of his time. Any free time he does get, however, he uses to fly with Toothless. He hasn't even hanged out with Astrid as much as they used to, save for a few nights together once in a while.

The dappled sunlight fell across his face as he mused, and even though he was sitting in the relative shade of the forest he could still feel the humidity soaking through every pore of his body. The very air seemed to shimmer with heat as the forest rang with the sounds of summer…

The three boys distantly heard footsteps quickly coming their way. Hiccup lazily propped himself up on his elbows, while Snotlout and Fishlegs sat up to better see who was coming…

Leaves crunched underfoot.

The bushes rustled.

And Tuffnut suddenly barged through, his long, unwashed hair hanging heavy and low down his back with the untold weight of grease and sweat. He walked with a strange, hopping gait, as if staying too long on one foot would burn the skin right off his bones.

He was also shirtless and barefoot, and Hiccup, Snotlout, and Fishlegs all grimaced.

"Augh, Tuffnut, put a shirt on!"

"Odin's beard I can smell him from here."

"That's the most disgusting thing I've ever seen!"

The boy in question looked at the three, greeted them with a disinterested: "Hi guys", before continuing on deeper into the forest. The three remaining Vikings glanced at each other, sharing a look of absolute confusion between them. But before any one of them could utter a word, they heard footsteps crunching through the forest floor once more.

"By Odin, who is it gonna be this time?" Fishlegs muttered. "The chief?"

"Without a shirt?" Snotlout added.

"Please Thor no," Hiccup said.

The shrubbery a short distance away rustled, and Ruffnut barged through.

She was also shirtless and barefoot.

And Hiccup, Snotlout, and Fishlegs all stared at her, dumbfounded.

Ruffnut noticed the shocked looks on their faces as she rushed past them, raised an eyebrow, and greeted them with a wry: "What? You've never seen a shirtless Viking before?" before she disappeared into the forest in pursuit of her brother.

The three stared after her in gobsmacked silence.

"No, I haven't," Fishlegs finally and belatedly answered, his face turning a brilliant shade of red.

"Shirtless male Viking: Yes," was Snotlout's quiet response. "Shirtless female Viking? Not really."

"At least now I can say I've seen a shirtless woman," Fishlegs murmured.

"Yeah," Snotlout said. "Me too."

They both turned to Hiccup, who visibly cringed. Gods… he could bet his right foot right _now _that he knew where this was going.

"Well?" Snotlout demanded.

"Guys..." Hiccup began, but Fishlegs interrupted him before he could say anything more.

"Have you seen a shirtless woman before?"

"Before Ruffnut, we mean," Snotlout clarified. "You've seen Astrid shirtless, right?"

Hiccup pressed his lips together and turned away as certain… memories flooded his brain. By Thor, he was already hot enough, he didn't need his face to heat up by a few more degrees.

His reddening cheeks, however, was his downfall.

"Odin's beard! You _have_ seen Astrid shirtless!" Fishlegs excitedly looked at him.

"Spill it cuz!" Snotlout said gleefully. "Come on! You've already started, so you gotta finish."

Hiccup gritted his teeth. "Snotlout, I haven't spilt anything."

"That's my man!" Snotlout punched the air. "I knew you'd shoot straight and good."

"What on earth are you talking about?"

"You just said you didn't spill anything."

He blinked, before suddenly realising what Snotlout was implying. "By Odin! W-what? No! We didn't… I would never... do _that_!"

"Is she as hot as the naked Astrid in my dreams?"

"Snotlout, I'm going to have to stop you right there."

"Ruffnut was wearing underwraps that didn't look like underwraps," Fishlegs suddenly said. The cousins stopped their bickering and stared at him, and after a few seconds Fishlegs suddenly realised that he had just said that thought out loud. He began to sputter in embarrassment.

"How would you know what an underwrap looks like on a woman?" Snotlout demanded. "You've never seen a half-naked woman before!"

But before Fishlegs could defend himself, Hiccup interrupted him.

"No, no, Fish has a point." He frowned. "That clothing garment was not from Berk. She must have gotten it from Trader Johann when he was last here… Astrid's breast bind doesn't look like –" Hiccup trailed off. He felt the blood rushing back to his cheeks. "I-I-I mean, I meant to say… that... the, uh – Astrid's, um… you know… aurghhhh…"

"Ohhh!" Snotlout and Fishlegs hooted together. Hiccup slapped a hand over his forehead.

"I knew I shouldn't have gotten out of bed today," he muttered under his breath.

They suddenly heard footsteps once more, heard the crunch of foot upon leaf and soil. Hiccup sagged in dread as his two companions sat up in anticipation.

"Please be a shirtless Astrid. Please be a shirtless Astrid." Snotlout started chanting.

_Please don't be Astrid, please don't be Astrid,_ Hiccup silently prayed. He could already feel the punch she'd be giving him if she finds out that they had just been talking about her in just her underwraps…

The shrubbery rustled, and when the figure finally stepped out, it was met with a chorus of wails of disgust and horror.

A shirtless and barefoot Gobber frowned at them.

"Odin's beard!" Snotlout recoiled.

"Put a shirt on, Gobber!" Hiccup angrily yelled.

"I think I'm going to have nightmares tonight," Fishlegs whimpered.

Gobber stood in front of them in all his sweaty, chest-haired glory and put a hand to a loin-clothed hip. "Come on, ya ninnies. There ain't anythin' here that ya lads don't already have yerselves."

Snotlout gagged to Hiccup, earning him a slap behind the head from the one-armed giant.

"So where are you exactly going, Gobber?" Fishlegs asked, eyeing him warily in case he slapped him around the head as well.

The large Viking rolled his eyes as he started walking away from the group. "I'm goin' to the cove – the last pool o' water yet untouched by sweaty Vikings. The twins are probably already there. Ye should come too, before the rest o' them finds out abou' it."

When the blacksmith was gone, Snotlout turned to his two companions. "The cove?" He glowered at them. "I hanged out with two of the village's nerdiest twerps all day and neither of you remembered the cove?"

"Hey, you didn't remember it either!" Fishlegs cried.

"Whereas I was hoping that nobody would remember," Hiccup muttered under his breath.

They heard a few voices float into the forest as the bushes started to rustle once more. Fishlegs covered his eyes in anticipation.

"Please don't be my dad. Please don't be my dad…" Snotlout hissed. Hiccup sighed.

"Remind me to tell Toothless _never_ to drink from that cove _ever_ again."

* * *

><p>Astrid was lying on her bed that night when a pebble clattered to the floor. She turned her head in a picture of absolute lethargy and watched a second pebble sail through her open window in a graceful arc, followed by a hushed: "Psst! Astrid!"<p>

She groaned and turned her face away. She loved her boyfriend – no really, she did. But right now all she wanted to do was lie on her cool, clean sheets and just sleep and rest her aching muscles and...

Perhaps if she kept silent long enough he'd give up and go home…

Another pebble clattered somewhere.

She huffed in annoyance, slapping the bed loudly as she pushed herself up. She stalked to the window and poked her head out, glaring daggers down at Hiccup. He glared back at her as Toothless crooned, wide-eyed and innocent behind him.

"Took you awhile!" He hissed. "Can I come up?"

"_Now_?" She hissed back. "Why?"

"Because I haven't seen you all day and I miss you and - wait, what do you mean _why_?"

"Hiccup: It's late. It's hot. And I'm exhausted."

He deflated at her tone. "Oh," he murmured, "I'll just… I guess I'll just see you tomorrow then. Good night..."

He turned away from her, signalling to Toothless to follow him home, and Astrid immediately regretted her harsh words. After all, it wasn't his fault she had such a cruddy day. He didn't deserve to bear the brunt of her bad mood…

"Hiccup wait," she hissed. "Look... sorry. I'm just… It's been a long day."

He walked back under her window.

"Can I help?" He asked. "I could, you know, listen. Or give advice. Or just shut up."

She gave him a fond smile.

"Maybe all three." She moved away. "Come on up – you too Toothless."

Hiccup grinned at her as he jumped on Toothless' back. "We'll be quiet, we promise. You ready bud?"

Toothless' huffed out a bark as his haunches wriggled before silently jumping up through Astrid's open window. Hiccup hopped off and rubbed the Night Fury's nose in gratitude before walking up to the bed where Astrid was waiting for him. He gave her a peck on the cheek as he sat down at the edge.

"So, where have _you _been m'lady?"

She grumbled as she scooted close. "Of all the days my mother wanted me to help clean the house, it had to be on the hottest, stuffiest day in the history of Berk. I could have been out flying. Or hanging out with you guys. Or jumping at a river cooling off with the other women. But _no. _I spent all day scrubbing floors and cleaning fish and beating the living daylights out of every. Single. Rug. In. This. House!" She punctuated her frustration with a fist to the bed. Hiccup grimaced, reaching out and rubbing her shoulder in sympathy. She groaned and rubbed his hand with her cheek in appreciation.

"By Thor, that _is _harsh." He murmured. "Were you being punished for something?"

"No!"

He raised an eyebrow. The speed by which she answered sounded suspiciously like she _was _being punished for something. He gave her a challenging glare, and she squinted back at him in return, relenting a few seconds later when he blew a raspberry at her.

"Okay, okay, fine!" She laughed. "Yeah, I _was _being punished, but it wasn't even _my _fault! I was being punished for something that my _Nadder _did."

"Stormfly?" Hiccup asked incredulously. Stormfly was one of the most well-behaved dragons he knew. What could she have done to earn the wrath of the Hofferson matriarch? Unless the Nadder was under the influence of dragon root and destroyed something. Or because she was sniffing around for roast chicken…

Wait. Roast chicken…

_Oh no…_

"Roast chicken," Astrid confirmed, and Hiccup grimaced.

"I feel like I should be saying sorry on behalf your dragon."

Astrid chuckled. "No need – my mum's right: she _is _my dragon. Stormfly is my best friend, my family, my soul mate – no offence Hiccup. She's my responsibility. I need to train her in things other than flight and combat. I need to _housetrain _her."

Hiccup chuckled. "You could start your own academy. Call your first lesson: _How to Housetrain Your Dragon. _Your school can be called _The __Dragons School of Etiquette_, although it _will_ go in direct competition with _my _dragon academy…"

She guffawed. "You _know _I'm the last person who should be teaching etiquette to anyone, both dragons and humans alike." She blindly hit him to prove her point, not quite realising the strength behind her punch until Hiccup gasped a complaint at her.

She cackled at him, before leaning in to give him a series of teasing and short apology pecks on his cheeks, his forehead, his nose, his chin... anywhere but his lips. His head moved around as he tried to get her to kiss him where he wanted her to, but to no avail.

"Kiss me!" He grumbled.

"I am!" She kissed him on the nose to prove her point, and quickly moved away before he could retaliate.

"I meant on the lips!"

"No!" She sniggered. She kissed him quickly on the cheek, then accidentally on the eye, before mistiming her last kiss to his jaw as Hiccup quickly angled his face enough for her to peck him on the lips.

"Yes!" He cried out victoriously, before he slapped a hand over his mouth as Astrid shushed him in between fits of giggles.

He shook his head at her, smiling so much that his cheeks began to hurt, before he reached out and held her face still in his hands. This time she allowed him to lean in, rewarding him with a slow, long, and languorous kiss as laughter spilled from between their lips. The kiss was a simple one, and it started out innocently enough. But as their tongues danced against each other and lip nipped on lip, the kiss quickly turned heated and frenzied.

The temperature in the room increased.

She made a short, high-pitched noise when he pinned her down on the bed, and gasped a laugh when he ran his lips up and down her neck. She desperately clutched at him, loving the crush of his weight on top of her, running her fingernails up and down his lower back under his tunic, making him shiver as he pressed himself closer to her.

"Astrid…" he mumbled against her skin, then groaned when she wrapped her long, lean legs around his waist and rolled her hips up to him. "Oh Astrid…"

She peppered him with kisses then, her breath shortening as she felt him grow. He began to rub his hardness against her centre, sending her mind into overdrive. His hands went up her side and fondled her breasts through her tunic, and she arched up to him in wanton desire as she gently sucked his tongue. He growled, the sound sending vibrations down her body and kicking her arousal up by several notches.

"What do you need?" He asked her huskily, nosing down her neck and nipping at her hyper-sensitive skin just below her ear.

She bit her lip, crying out softly when he went further down to bite her collarbone. "I want you," was all she managed to whimper, and that was all he needed to hear.

It was then a flurry of activity as they both tried to take each other's clothes off as quickly as they could, tugging and yanking them amidst overheated kisses. After a few minutes, she finally managed to pull his tunic off – that final article of clothing already damp with sweat – before reached between them to stroke his growing length. He hissed against her lips as he pushed himself against her hand, his hands tracing a path up her body and settling to palm at her chest.

"Gods," he grunted as he pressed his cheek against hers, caressing her breasts and tracing its curves in time with what heavenly thing her hands were doing to his member. She nuzzled his neck, squeezing his length as he groaned again.

His lips were suddenly everywhere, his mouth igniting a trail of fire on her skin as his knee purposefully pressed on her womanhood.

"Floor!" Astrid suddenly gasped.

Hiccup paused and looked at her quizzically, his hair already starting to plaster against his forehead.

She groaned in frustration as she sat up. "Bed – will be too noisy," she tried to explain quickly, still stroking his hardness between them. "Parents are sleeping next door… they'd hear us. You need to have me… on the floor."

Hiccup nodded in understanding and planted a long, hard, and messy kiss on her lips before he roughly took her in his arms and settled her down upon the rug on the floor. He reached for a pillow and placed it under Astrid's head, before slowly kissing his way down her body, never breaking eye contact with her. He paused when he reached the junction in her legs, sitting up to gaze at her in the candlelight, drinking in the sight of her, denying himself for a few more moments even though he thirsted painfully for her.

She breathed hard as she asked him what he was waiting for, and he heatedly looked back at her before he bent forward, bringing her knees over his shoulders as he settled his lips on her rosebud centre, licking and nipping it as his calloused fingers began to thrust in and out. He watched on as she began to writhe in ecstasy, her darkened blue eyes rolling to the back of her head as her hands fisted in his hair. One day, he thought, he would to take her and have his way with her entirely and thoroughly without having to worry about people knowing. One day, they would no longer have to be lovers in secret. One day, she would be his wife.

She was breathing hard and fast now, and he felt himself throb in anticipation.

His name was gasped from her lips as she neared her peak, and he swiftly moved up her body, positioning his shaft in her and wrapping her legs around his waist. He pinned her arms above her head as he slowly entered her, stealing the breath from her lips as he pulled and pushed himself back in. She moaned at the sensations, her nails digging into her hands above her head as he slowly increased his tempo, letting her feel _everything _with each tantalising stroke, pushing her closer to her climax but not quite taking her there yet.

He buried his face against her neck and began to take her harder and faster, abandoning his hold on one of her arms to rub the pearl in her folds. She nearly shrieked then as her womanhood swelled and clenched around him. She was approaching her peak very quickly, her muscles quivering as their sweat-slicked bodies moved against each other, driving them both mad with lust.

He willed himself to not let go yet, to wait for her to crest so that he could follow her. He took her legs from around his waist and placed them over his shoulders, looming over her as he began to pound her deeply, grunting as he began to lose control.

"Hicc… up… ngghh!"

He reached underneath and lifted her rear up to him, driving himself in and out with reckless abandon, and that finally did it. She arched up, her hands clenching the rug underneath, her head slamming to one side and burrowing into the pillow as she cried out mangled variations of his name. He quickly let go of her and pulled himself out, stroking the last vestiges of his lustful madness in the open, grunting loudly as he spilled himself onto her stomach, finally succumbing to his ecstasy.

He collapsed in Astrid's arms by her side when he had finished, and the world around them spun and evaporated as the lovers revelled in their exhilaration. Time held no sway in those moments, the couple breathing heavily as they fulfilled what their bodies desired, remaining in each other's arms despite the heat. It wasn't until they finally came down from their high that the world returned to them, awash with the sounds of a summer night amidst the haze of their afterglow.

Hiccup swept the hair from Astrid's eyes before kissing her cheek. She grinned at him tiredly.

"Do you think your parents heard that?" Hiccup asked, his breath still heavy and fast.

She smirked at him. "No." She gestured to the corner. "But your dragon certainly saw everything."

Hiccup looked to where she was pointing and saw the Night Fury gazing at them with a bawdy look that Snotlout would have been proud of. Hiccup's eyes widened before he flopped back to the floor, an arm draped over his eyes.

"I forgot he was in the room!" He cried.

Astrid cackled. "By Thor, you're so overdramatic!"

"Overdramatic? _You _don't have to live with a dragon who will be giving you _that _look for the rest of the month!" He shot Toothless a glare. "I'll be getting enough of _that_ from Snotlout and Fishlegs as it is, I don't need _more _of it from you!"

Astrid reached for the washcloth on top of her bedside table and began to wipe her stomach. "Why on earth would Snotlout and Fishlegs be giving you _that _look?"

"Ohhh! You'll love _this_." He sat up and patted her arm. "Fish, Lout, and I were at the woods earlier this morning, trying to cool down in the shade, when a half-naked Tuffnut barged through the clearing in all his sweaty, grimy glory."

Astrid scrunched up her nose. "Ewwww!"

"Yeah! And it gets better: He was heading to the only pool left on the island that hasn't been touched by a Hooligan yet – guess where."

She grimaced. "Don't tell me - Toothless' Cove?"

"Yep… Toothless' Cove." He shuddered. "You should have seen Tuff though: Like a man on a mission. Didn't even stop to talk to us – just went straight on to the Cove. And then the shrubbery started rustling again, and guess who barged in next?"

Astrid was laughing quietly now. "Hoark?"

"Nope – Ruffnut."

Astrid was suddenly not laughing anymore. "_Ruffnut?"_

"Yeah!" Hiccup surged on, not quite realising that his girlfriend's face was turning into the very picture of a storm cloud that every Hooligan was currently praying for. "And it gets better!"

"Oh _really_?" Astrid growled through gritted teeth.

"Yeah! Snotlout and Fishlegs were totally gobsmacked because she was just in her underwraps! Didn't know what to do or where to look or what to say. Ruffnut didn't seem interested in them though, because she marched straight on after her brother."

"_Underwraps_?"

"Yeah, and it was a different design too! It was like nothing I've seen before. And it gets even better: Snotlout and Fishlegs are now totally smitten with her… did you know Snotlout started calling her his _princess_ this afternoon? And Fishlegs, oh man. He's taken to following her around like some lost Terrible Terror! And then -"

"You were looking at Ruffnut's _underwraps?"_ Astrid interrupted.

"Yeah," Hiccup glanced at her quizzically, then realised too late what that must have sounded like. "I mean no. I mean yes! But I didn't look at her… _in that way!"_

"_How_ did you look at her then?" She growled quietly.

_Danger. _There she was, getting angrier by the minute, and there _he _was – in the complete and utter mercy of Astrid Hofferson.

He gulped. "From above the waist? I mean chest. I mean… oh gods…"

He looked at her sheepishly, wishing once more (and not for the last time) that his mouth didn't run away with him.

_"Hiccup_..._"_

He began to inch his way to where his trousers lay on the floor just as he felt the whack of a washcloth hit him on the back of his head.

_Oh gods…_

He really was in for it.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes<strong>:

The next story will be the ficlet mentioned in the A/N of the last oneshot. It's currently standing at two chapters, but it's looking like it will have to spill over to three. It's another modern AU, and has a more serious tone to it. I'm really liking where it's going, and when I say I really like it I mean I really, _really _like it. I've been working on it for awhile now, and it's sort of my darling fic at the moment while _The Ghost of Warborough Hall_ is on hiatus :D

Also, sorry for the slow updates. It takes me forever to upload because I write and rewrite and edit and re-edit my stuff dozens of times before I upload anything OTL so please bear with me.

Also, head on over to tapestryclouds . tumblr . com [slash] LC-theme for the list of things I'll be writing for this collection, if you would like to see what _you're_ in for ;D

In response to the anon reviews who I can't reply to directly-

**Dragon lover**: Your request is actually already one of the things that I plan to write about in a future oneshot ;)

**Guest **(3 July): Hiccup's list is pretty much most of the themes in this collection XD So that's public sex, student/teacher, doggy, BDSM...

**Guest **(15 June): These chapters aren't continuations of each other (unless it's a ficlet, in which case the chapters will be connected by having "Part 1", "Part 2", etc in the title). Hope that clears things up :)

* * *

><p><strong>Next chapter theme: <strong>First Love


End file.
